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IN the north room of Rusco Tower two

clour-faced serving men were hanging the
stone walls with draperies of heavy black*

The gold and crimson arras they had un-
booked from its accustomed place was flung
on the floor. It had been woven in Genoa;
iind the Laird of Rusco's pious servants, who
discriminated little between Genoa and Hell,
took satisfaction in dethroning it.

^ Ou aye," said the elder of the two, In a
hoarse croaking voice," I mind weel when the
young Laird's grandfeyther brought home that
garish stuff, in the year fifteen hundred-forty-
sax; forty-sax year come Martinmas. The
hrawest: gallant and the mightiest hunter r the
length and breadth o? Galloway, But the hand
o* the Lord smote him ; and it wasmt twa year
ere the mouls were on his coffin, and his bonnie
corpse was food for worms/*

The   younger   servant   groaned   with   an